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over this, wfren the occasion demanded, went a
rough wool scarf wound round and round until at
times my face was completely hidden save for my
eyes.
The men were only slightly less grotesque. Squat,
thick-set Cajas was, but for his swarthy complexion
and hawk-like appearance, a duplicate of myself.
Pons^ and Pasmino, the Ecuadorean soldiers, were
of more slender build; and I sometimes wondered
how their thin frames managed to support the
voluminous outer garments in which they were
enveloped.
The country ahead was the most dangerous we
had yet encountered. Spur after spur of precipitous
rock-faces descending almost perpendicularly into
raging torrents below barricaded our passage. These
bald surfaces, to which we were forced to cling,
were covered by but a few inches of soil, out of
which from the constant rains a heavy foliage grew,
though with deceptively shallow roots. Everything
we stood upon, everything we clutched, with the
added weight of our loads, gave way under us to fall
hundreds of feet to the plunging river below.
Yet in some way we managed to progress.
Each morning we would start out wondering
what new disaster was awaiting. On one occasion
there was a cry behind me, and on glancing round
I saw Pons hanging over a precipice, dangling by
his left arm from a small tree. Even as I looked, the
tree began giving way under him. But fortunately